


| was immersed in a the feeling of satisfaction at the captain’s seat of the 
‘Bullseye’, a boastful battleship that belonged to Shepherd’s largest Hunter guild, the 
Kurvaz. 


While taking the opportunity to execute the task of ‘recovering the crystal stones’ 
at Bassett, | taught that lass a painful lesson. Due to her social standing, that accursed 
Opera always somehow received better treatment in the Kurvaz than |, the mighty 
Grumpf! 


If luck were on my side, it may have been possible that | did away with her for all 
of eternity right before my very eyes. Though, it wasn’t that large a concern. 


If she learned her lesson and begged for forgiveness, | would save her. 


If that were to happen, it would ensure that she would never behave as if looking 
down on me ever again. 


Either way, I'll toss down some more missiles to scare the lass a bit longer. 
“Captain Grumpf, the red Robo from before is no longer visible.” 

One of my subordinates was leaving me a satisfactory report. 

“In any case, it seems it vas blown away in ze bombardment... Let us leave!” 
“...Roger that, sir.” 


Did his face seem disapproving... | despised every last one of these bastards 
who would take me for a fool. | could see right through them. 


Immediately following that, a violent shock struck the bridge. 
With a thunderous roar, strife, destruction, and fire broke out on the bridge. 


| had absolutely no idea what was happening, and before | knew it, | was thrown 
out of the captain’s seat and left lying bent down on the floor. 


“V-Vhat happened!?” 


As the alarm relentlessly rang out within the ship, the crew ran around with 
scattering shouts. 


“Some enormous object directly hit the bridge, and the engine’s suffered even 
greater damage! Secondary explosions are spreading— We're in an emergency 
situation!” 

| had no idea what this meant. 

What in the world was going on? Why was this happening!? 


“Bah, don’t abandon your stations! Start on repairs!” 


| ordered the vice-captain. 


However, the vice-captain displayed a reaction that was opposite of what | 
expected. 


“—What are you talking about? The ship is already falling. Don’t you get that!?” 


Looking carefully, did | see the vice-captain and the other crew members putting 
on escape balloon vests? 


“Stop zis selfishness! | am ze captain! |, Grumpf!” 
| raised my voice in an effort to preserve my dignity as the captain. 
“So, share your destiny vith zis ship!” 


The vice-captain and the rest of the crew gave me sunken glances as they exited 
the bridge filled with flames and black smoke, one after another. 


“V-Vait! Bastards! Do you expect me to run away!?” 
However, no one returned a reply to me. 
You, you bastards! 


As | didn’t know how else to curse them, | stood up to take the balloon vest 
provided in the captain’s seat— 


There was flash of light, and the sound of an explosion. 
My body was struck by an impact, and then the feeling of floating. 


That was the last memory etched into my mind at that time. 


“...Hey... You dead?” 


| heard some sort of troubled words coming from the voice of an old man near 
me. 


“Don’t kill me!” 
| cried out and jumped up. 


The room that | lightheadedly looked around was dim and made up of a scrapped 
ship. 


“Oh, you're alive... If that’s the case, then hurry up and get to work, you moron.” 

The old man sharply ordered as he looked down at me. 

...| began to gradually remember. 

My Bullseye had been hijacked by a ‘battleship hermit crab’, but it seemed Old 
Man Collie had reeled the hermit crab in. | must have been saved while inside the ship 
at that time. 

However, since | lost the battleship, there was no way | could suffer the disgrace 
of returning to the Kurvaz, which is why | was being burdened with helping to work at 
Old Man Collie’s place. 

“How long are you gonna stay spaced out there— Hurry up and get ready!” 


“Y-Yes... Right away—” 


Indeed, |, the mighty Grumpf, have fallen into ruin. 





“You don't really see many people do you, Mister?” 


While | was cleaning junk items at Old Man Collie’s fishing spot, a girl around 5 
years old looked up at me and began speaking. 


“Quiet— Just vho do you think I...” 


| hesitated in to finish sentence. 

It would be bad if my background was exposed here. 

After all, | was the man who fired a storm of missiles on this town known as 
Bassett... Furthermore, it wasn’t entirely implausible that the Kurvaz might send 
pursuers after me. | wouldn't put it past Bruno. 

“...You’re getting in ze vay of my vork, go away little one.” 

“I’m not ‘little one’, I’m Charlotte!” 

The little girl named Charlotte stuck her tongue out at me and ran off. 

Somehow, | seemed to be bad at getting along with all girls. 

“Oh, have the kids from the orphanage come to play again?” 


“Ze...orphanage?” 


“The only children around Bassett are the kids at the orphanage... I’m always 
telling them not to get too close to here because of how dangerous it is, but ...” 


Come to think of it, back when | fired the missiles, it seemed like there were a 
few brats down there... Was that place an orphanage? 


Well, there’s bound to be one or two orphanages in this day and age. It wouldn’t 
make much difference to worry about every single one of them. 


“Hey rookie, keep those children company next time they come over.” 
“Huh? Vhy me...” 


“It looks like you can’t do your job good enough anyways, so you might as well 
keep those children away from here.” 


Indeed, |, the mighty Grumpf, have fallen into ruin. 


The next day, those little punks came again without feeling any sense of 
tiredness. 


This time, one of the little ones was a boy. What troublesome brats... 

“’ve seen that ship, Mister!” 

Upon hearing the little one’s words, my heart skipped a beat. 

“H-Haha... Vell, zere are a lot of ships zat look similar to each other.” 

This little one (Arzy, was it?) was pointing at the ‘Bullseye’, which Old Man Collie 
had reeled in a few days ago. It hadn’t been disassembled yet, and was left unattended 
outside. 

It seems the hermit crab had immediately escaped after being reeled in. 

“That’s the bad ship that attacked the ‘orphanage’ with missiles!” 

How did this brat have such a good memory? 

Nevertheless, it seems he still didn’t remember anything about me. 

“But, Big Brother Red destroyed it for us!” 

Red? | feel like I’ve heard that name... 

Did | hear it in the Kurvaz? Then, if I’m guessing correctly, there’s no doubt that 
he was that blasted impertinent kid in the red Robo. It’s entirely because of that kid 
called Red, that I’ve met my current fate! 

“Red is... If | remember right... Zat Hunter who rides a crimson Robo, right?” 

The small child’s face became brightly lit as he seemed to know who | meant. 


“That’s right! How do you know Big Brother Red, Mister!?” 


“O-Oh, | used to be a Hunter back in ze day...” 


Red!” 


“Wow! You’re amazing, Mister!” 

“Ah... Vell...” 

That wasn’t a lie, but it would probably be better to not say anymore. 
My mouth was a source of woe. 


“When | grow up, | wanna become a Hunter and help everyone! Like Big Brother 


“Me too!” 


“Hmph, decent people like you have no business becoming ze likes of Hunters... 


Besides, you brats are greatly mistaken if you zhink becoming a Hunter is easy.” 


My heart of hearts felt so disgusted that | attempted to push them away in anger. 
Getting involved with these brats— What was | even thinking... This was absurd. 
“Well, if we become Hunters soon, we'll get to have all kinds of adventures!” 
“Charlotte wants to go on adventures, too!” 

The two brats stuck their tongues out at me and ran off. 

What's with them? Good grief... 

| decided to return to my work area before getting yelled at by Old Man Collie. 


| was starting to accept this situation that | normally detested... 
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Over the next few days, the brats had come to pack themselves into the Bullseye 


with curiosity, but they either finally gave up, or grew tired of it, as they hadn’t made an 
appearance today. 


“Hmm, this is vere Ill progress vith work.” 

“Well, that’s fine | guess.” 

Was he being sarcastic again... Old bastard. 

“Ah? It’s not because of you, it’s those kids .” 

| must have been easy to read. 

| responded to the old man in an attempt to dodge the issue. 

“Are zhose brats— | mean, are zhose children causing problems?” 


“Those kids like to play on scrapped ships, and recently they’ve set their sights 
on that one... Look, the ship you were on.” 


“...Should | go check on zhem?” 
“Well, | suppose you should, just to be safe.” 
Good grief, those brats were increasing my workload! 


Nonetheless, it’s been a while since | last entered the Bullseye... | had almost 
grown completely accustomed to the daily life of a junk dealer. 


“Bah, I'll climb my vay to ze top again someday... Hm?” 
| was hearing some sort of strange noise. 

It was gradually echoing louder. 

“Vhat’s that sound...” 


“Oi rookie, don’t just stand around blankly!” 


“Huh?” 


Old Man Collie grasped a handrail with his posture lowered. 


*boom* 


Suddenly, the ground shook violently. 

“Voah—!?” 

| was pushed to the ground with an awkward roll. 

“Vhat vas zat just now!?” 

“A battleship hermit crab struck the island!” 

I've never heard of anything like that happening before! 


“When a hermit crab | reel in escapes, it'll come back to recover the ship it used 
as its shell. Look!” 


| could see that the enormous battleship hermit crab was about to dive under the 
ship that the old man was pointing at. 


Hey, he wasn't kidding... 

That's the ‘Bullseye’, isn’t it! 

“Uwaaan...!” 

| heard a child’s voice come from the direction of the Bullseye. 


“No vay, zhose brats...” 


The Bullseye had now been hijacked by the hermit crab and was about to 
seperate from the island. 


Two children were left petrified with fear at the spot where Bullseye had been left 
unattended. One of them was a glasses-wearing brat called something like Albert, and 
the other one was a more meek-looking brat. I’m certain his name was Biscotte... 
Wasn't it? 

| yelled out while rushing to where the brats were. 

“Hey, you brats! | zhought | told you not to come here!” 

“M-Mister! Arzy and Charlotte are on that ship...” 

Albert pointed to Bullseye with a quivering voice. 


This was bad... This was really bad! 


While dragging along the Bullseye, the hermit crab seemed like it could take off 
at any second. 


“Damn it! Zat’s my ship! Give it back!!” 
My body moved of its own volition as it began running in the ship’s direction. 
What in the world was | thinking? 


Then, when the Bullseye had risen several meters, | jumped into a gap in its 
armor. 


Oh god, what the hell was | doing!? 


Immediately after that, the feeling of floating struck my body, informing me that 
the Bullseye had leapt into the sky once again. 


Granted, it was only because of the battleship hermit crab’s power. 


“Vhat... Vhat in ze vorid am | going to do!?” 


Someone, tell me! 

“Hey! You brats! Vhere are you hiding!?” 

... somehow, it appears that I’ve started looking for the brats. But why? 
Although it was greatly shaking, | knew the Bullseye’s structure well enough. 


Before long, | was able to find the brats in the storage area where children were 
most likely to end up. 


“M-Mister... What's going on, l, I...” 
“Waaah, I’m scaaared!” 


Although Arzy had managed to hold back tears, Charlotte had been crying her 
eyes out the whole time. 


Well, it was thanks to that that | could find them so quickly. 
“Quiet, you brats! Ve have to escape vrom here quickly!” 


| began searching for escape balloon vests... However, | couldn't find any in the 
storage area. 


“Nothing... Zhere’s nothing left anyvhere!” 
This was terrible. 


Perhaps they were all used up to escape the Bullseye when it had previously 
fallen. 


“Mister, how are we gonna get away...?” 


Arzy stared at me with a seemingly anxious face. Charlotte was still crying 
incessantly. 


Cut it out... I’m the one who should be crying! 


“Sniff sniff... Big Brother Red... Please save me...” 


Don't be ridiculous, the one saving you two isn’t gonna be some punk kid like 
Red, but I, the mighty Grumpf! 


That annoying kid... Even though it’s all that bastard’s fault this ship sunk in the 
first place... 


Hm? When did this ship previously sink? 
“...Perhaps it’s still zhere!” 
| took the brats and hurried to the bridge. 


| tore off the warped door, and upon entering, was greeted by the nostalgic sight 
of the captain’s seat. 


“I’m begging you... Please be zhere...” 


With what felt like a prayer, | opened the emergency box under the captain’s 
seat. 


If God were somehow there, it seemed | hadn't been forsaken by him. 

The balloon vest | was supposed to have used was still there! 

If | wore this and jumped out, the balloon would automatically open and | could 
wait for rescue while drifting in the sky for two or three days. A small amount of 
emergency rations were attached as well. 

However, there was only one vest left. 


| could wear the vest and carry the brats... Couldn’t |? 


No, the fuel in the balloon was consumed faster in relation to how heavy the 
wearer was. 


If things didn’t go well, we might only last two days. 


| cursed my protruding belly. 

“M-Mister... What are we gonna do?” 

Arzy looked at me with a frightened face. His pure eyes were glistening. 

...!ve been nothing of importance for a long time now. 

| quickly put the vest on Arzy. 

“Come on lass, hurry over! ...Bah, can’t you stand?” 

What a troublesome brat! 

| picked up the lass who was unable to stand by her waist, and clung her to Arzy. 


Then, | tore down some sort of sturdy-looking cord that was hanging inside the 
bridge and wound it around the brats. 


“M-Mister! That hurts!” 
“If you vant to go home, keep quiet!” 
The brats’ faces stiffened. 


The walls of the bridge were weak due to the previous explosions, and seemed 
likely to break instantly if kicked. 


“Ngh—!” 
The blunt sound of metal breaking echoed as the sky spread out before my eyes. 
Bassett still wasn’t that far away. 


“I’m sure help is going to come right away, but... Vell, just in case, don’t hold a 
grudge against me.” 


If you want to blame someone, blame Red. 


“GAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” 

“WAAAAH!” 

With the brats in my arms, | tossed them out into the sky with all of my strength. 
“WAAAAAAA A AA...” 

The brats were falling toward the sea of clouds. 

*pop* 


The fuel poured into the balloon reached critical altitude, and | saw the 
free-falling brats begin to lightly rise. 


“Looks like ze brats are alright...” 


The bastard of a hermit crab had regained its favorite shell, and separated itself 
from the island with satisfaction. 


And once again, | was soaring in the sky in the Bullseye... 
Incidentally, the captain’s hat lying on the floor came into my sight. 
It must have been something | lost when the Bullseye had been sunk. 


| picked up the worn-out captain’s hat, and put it back on where it had once been. 





“As ze captain, sharing my destiny vith zis ship isn’t so bad.” 


Sitting on the broken captain’s seat, | decided to take a nap. 
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Afterwards— 


After listening to the stories of the rescued children, it was that detestable punk, 
Red, who came to rescue me. 


How ironic... 


“Oh? Did you get that somewhere?” 


“It’s nothing! Absolutely nothing!” 

| quickly shoved the captain’s hat into my trousers. 

“O-Okay... Well, you did a good job saving these guys! Thanks.” 

He laughed without a care in the world... What an aggravating punk. 
“Vell, if it’s fine... I’m going to have a rest now!” 


“Sure, I'll take these guys back to the orphanage... Well then, take care! 
Heheh—!” 


He took the brats and headed for the orphanage. 

The brats turned their around and innocently waved their hands at me. 
“Thanks, Mister—!” 

“Thanks—!” 

“Hmph, don’t sneak into anymore junk ships, you brats!” 

| was already completely fed-up anything resembling a Hunter. 


Despite getting yelled at by Old Man Collie, living on this island might not be so 
bad. 


| wonder how many years it'll be... 


(The End) 


